MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
And he spoke to him in this impossible tongue and the man took me on my way. I bought a local paper. It was the most awful-looking thing. It was worse than Magyar. It looked as if a drunken compositor had just taken type and hurled it at the sheet. Arthur Byron, who was hi my company in so many plays, was playing in Chicago at that time. I decided since I could not read the paper to send it to him. I marked a certain portion of it and sent it on with a notation on the side that it was a good notice of me.
Byron told me afterwards that he received the paper just as he was coming out of the theatre after long hours of rehearsing. He had been much annoyed by an actor in the company who had been extremely nervous during the rehearsal, as a result of unwisely celebrating the night before.
"What's that?" the nervous actor asked.
"You know Drew?' said Byron.
The actor agreed that he did, and Byron handed him the paper saying: "There's a notice of Drew. He's in Germany now. It's splendid."
The nervous actor took the paper, looked at the mess of meaningless type and with a cry, fled madly.ish: "He speaks no German. He speaks only Czech."E RIDGELEY   Madge Girdlestone
